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Chapter 1: Stuck in your Arms
Chapter Text
*** You are Ashley! ***

"I've got nothing to say to you."

Those words quietly rang throughout your head in the even quieter car ride back to the motel. You're not sure what he meant by them. But you remember those eyes. That look he gave you. That's not something you're going to forget easily.
Something changed inside of Andrew. You tried to ignore it, pretending he was just the same old mopey, half-assing brother he'd always been. However, he wasn't quite the same since that night.
Almost like there was something wrong inside of your brother, like a bone being broken or disconnected. A tinge of worry crept its way up your spine, and for the first time in a long time, you felt an almost foreign feeling of dread throughout your body.

'Are we okay?' 'Did I push too far?' 'Maybe I should be nicer to him for a bit' She thought to herself, now wondering where their relationship stood.

Eventually, the growing anxiety had subsided thanks to the arrival back at the motel. Unsurprisingly, the park had been closed off due to a recent police investigation.
"Hehe...I wonder what kind of crazy lunatic kills someone in a park." You say, to hopefully lighten the mood a bit. This gained a response from Andrew, but not the typical sarcastic, witty remark you're used to.
"We should leave the car somewhere farther away, and come to the motel on foot. Since it's likely they will trace him to our car, we can't take any chances."

 

You simply nod. It was a good idea, a careful calculation on your brother's part. He was always good at thinking these things ahead and avoiding trouble. Meanwhile, you had to rely on your demon-given trinket.
Andrew drove, until he arrived at a spot that was just a little bit unnecessarily far to the motel. Seems his paranoia had always been both a blessing and a curse. On foot, you travelled back to the motel.

 

Until a certain grumbling broke the awkward silence between you. It had definitely come from Andrew.
"...You're hungry." You say, as if requiring a medal for pointing out the obvious.
"I'm fine" He replied in the same, matter-of-fact tone.
"Yeah, no. Your body says otherwise, hard-ass." You continue. "This is why you should've eaten with me back at the house."
"I don't feel like eating anything right now."
"How about we get some fast food? Why, I see someone all by themselves over there..." Your eyes lit up as you actually manage a laugh out of him. "Sorry, Ashley. I don't enjoy eating people as much as you do." He replied with a soft smirk, with the added bonus of flicking his finger against your forehead. You would never admit, but his teasing brought you solace.

 

You playfully put on a pouty face, and remained (mostly) quiet for the rest of the walk back. Andrew managed to secure the same room you had been holing up in for a week, before deciding to go rob, and later kill, your parents
You watched as he fiddled with the key and let yourselves into the upstairs motel room. 'Just exactly as we left it' you thought to yourself. Your brother immediately let out a long, drawn out sigh, as if the stress of the entire day was now melting away from his body.

His shoulders slumped, as the usual composure he held together broke apart piece by piece as he planted face first into his bed. It was honestly a cute sight to behold. Like a toy, tired of being played with, finally getting to rest.
Now you needed to console him, just like you always do when he gets like this. So, you approached slowly, kneeling down beside him on the bed before gently placing a hand on his head.
What you didn't expect, was him suddenly swatting it away.

 

"Don't touch me." You scoff at this. How *dare* he? When you so kindly offered to make him feel better?
"Excuse me?! What the hell was that for, Andrew?!" You were about to reprimand him, until he suddenly turned to face you. The look in his eyes made you hold your words.
"We could've just..." He wiped away something from his eyes. "We could've just robbed them."
"Oh my god." You facepalm yourself. "You're STILL on about that? I thought this is what we both wanted?!"
"I hated our parents as much as you did, but I didn't want to fucking kill them!" He hugged himself, digging his fingers into his sides as a way to handle his own quickly increasing stress. As if he felt disgusted by what he had done.
"Then you didn't hate them as much as me..." You felt your eyes avert, not knowing how to feel in this moment, but the next words left her lips without thinking.
"Because they treated you better."
"Is that why you've been treating me like shit, Ashley?" His voice lowered to a dangerous tone, his eyes narrowed. "Because you were angry at what I had?"
You laughed and rolled your eyes. "Of course not, dumbass. I could give zero shits about our parents, my friends, your friends, your...hussies." You spat out that last word with venom.
Then, a sick smile crept its way across your face. "But you, Andy...I know the only thing you REALLY care about is me." You grew an inch closer, now grinning. Andrew had that look that was easy to decipher. 'Don't say another damn word.'
Too bad you didn't care. "You chose me over that floozy from the apartment, over your own ex girlfriend. Even your own- HA.AA..HAHAH!!! EVEN YOUR OWN FUCKING PARENTS!
Andrew said a quiet voice, that was almost completely overturned by your own raising volume. "Shut the fuck up, Ashley."
"A-And most of all..ehehehee...You chose ME over that fucking cunt-"

 

You feel a stinging sensation on your cheek. You're not sure what happened, but you're laying on your side. Before you can figure out what happened, Andrew is on top of you, eyes as cold as ice.
You feel his hands around your throat...again. Except this time, his grasp is so tight, you can't even say a single word. You're left to helplessly pull his hands off of you to no avail.
He leans in real close to your face, staring daggers into your eyes. You could tell he was extremely angry, yet the disturbing part was that his voice remained calm. "You want to know what I really think of you?"
You cannot help but simply stare into the dark emotionless void of your brother's irises. He continues in the same uncanny tone.
"I fucking hate you with all my heart, Ashley. I want to thrash you around until you can't move anymore, until you can't talk. Then I can finally have peace..."
"Maybe I should do it right now. What's one more body, Ashley?" His fingers dig even deeper into your neck, cutting off your air supply. You feel tears dripping down your cheeks.
"What's one more crime?" You two stayed there in silence for god knows how long. At this point, you didn't even try to struggle anymore. Turns out, the vision was right after all.

 

He's going to kill you.

 

Right before you completely lost consciousness, you feel air flowing back into your lungs as a coughing fit took over you. Andrew had let go, once again.
As you were recovering from almost being strangled, you felt him kneel beside you and whisper something else into your ear. "If you ever mention Nina ever again, I'll leave you forever."
Those words did more damage to you than anything he's done up until now.
You heard Andrew say something about going to bed. You're not quite sure. All you heard was the word 'leave' playing in your head, over and over again. You slowly lifted yourself up, thoughtlessly making your way over to your own bed.
'So much for being nicer to him'.
For the first night in a long time, it was hard to fall asleep.

 

Thankfully, the night seemed to pass over very quickly! You awoke to the beautiful view of the ceiling above you. You immediately started to reach around for your surroundings, wondering if Andrew had one of his signature 'Nightmares' that'd result in him sleeping with you.
Sadly, that didn't seem to be the case. You almost hoped he had one so bad it'd at least temporarily distract him from feeling angry at you. So instead, you look over to where he should be sleeping. Except...he wasn't there.

 

Confused, you looked off to the rest of the room. No one, aside from the open closet door.
"Hello...hellloooo?! Andrew? ...Andy?" She scooted herself off the bed as she kept calling for him. Not hearing any responses, you wonder where he went off to.
'Knowing him, he probably went to investigate that shady cultist place.' 'As the good little sister I am, I should go give him company!' You smiled to yourself, remembering the last time he went off, he seemed very...hesitant to separate, at the least.
You start to go through your closet, you need your gun after all.
"...Huh." Your gun isn't there. Why would Andrew take your gun without letting you know? In fact, he seemed so eager to be rid of you last night, why didn't he just shoot you while you slept? None of it made any sense.
A certain thought crossed your mind that made your stomach churn and you had to remind yourself to breathe. "Aha..no, no. H-He wouldn't."
It is at that point, another realization comes to mind. You haven't checked the bathroom yet. You sensed a bout of existential dread overtake you, but you decided to make sure.
Slowly, you make your way towards the washing machine...and then you see it.

 

Blood.

 

You almost bolt out of the house, but you force yourself to stay put.
"It's okay." Your lungs get heavier. "It's not his blood...it's not his blood. It's not his blood." You keep repeating that to yourself, and in some kind of fucked up way, you decide to move closer.
You want to be proven right. Your eyes carefully followed the blood trail to the source. Morbid curiosity compels you to take a look.

Instant regret. In the corner of the laundry room, sitting in a slumped position against the wall, laid the body of Andrew Graves. In his right hand he held your gun, as an obvious bullet hole was still pouring out blood from the side of his head.
You feel your whole world shatter right in front of you, making you drop onto your knees. Not having the strength to walk, you simply crawled over to him. His eyes were closed.
You briefly consider if you should open his eyes to look into them one last time, but you decide against it.
"Andy, you fucking idiot..." You barely squeeze out those words as you cup his cheek. He's still warm.
You bring your forehead to gently rest against his, while closing your eyes.
"You...you..."

"YOU FORGOT TO KILL ME FIRST!!!" A scream filled with utter despair rang throughout the room, as something broke inside of you. You are reminded of everything you made this man do for you, do to make you happy.
Tears begin flowing down your cheeks like a waterfall as all the visceral feelings you never thought you had, forced themselves out of you through the sound of your voice, wailing to whatever unknown power there was to bring your beloved back.
How could he leave you like this? Why? You thought you were everything to him, as he was to you. He gave you his everything. He didn't have anything for himself, except you...

And his own life.

 

That was the only thing he ever took from you.

 

Aside from your heart.

 

Suddenly, your reality shifted as your vision returned back to the ceiling of the motel. You didn't question why this happened, as you immediately sat up in bed and started to ball your eyes out.
You can't remember the last time you cried this hard, if ever. You were not the type of person to let things get to you, to affect you like this.
But this...was your worst fear.

 

And it had come true.

 

You clutched your chest. You now realize what Andrew said when he was a hair away from a panic attack. You found it extremely hard to breathe as you tried to fit in words between breaths.
It was all too much to bear.

"A-ANDY...Pleash...please, d-don't leave me...I'm sorry, I'M SORRY!!!" You had absolutely no care in the world, nor any fucks to give had he been the one to end you. But for him to leave you alone forever, all by yourself? To force you back into your lonely days before the day you realized he was your star in the sky?
It was all too much to bear. Like an ocean crashing into you all at once, you were faced with the realities of all the decisions you've made leading to this moment. You never once cared about consequences. Not locking_ _ _ _ in a box, not eating the warden, not both murdering and eating your parents. They were all things necessary in your eyes.
But you would take it all back, just to see your brother again.
You continue to wail out into the night. You don't even notice the sound of someone getting on your bed, and wrapping its arms around you.
Was it the lovely embrace of death itself? Hopefully.

 

"Ashley, what's wrong?!" You pause, sniffing in the snot that threatened to escape your nostrils. 'Now I'm hearing things, haahahaa!!'
You thought you were hallucinating Andrew's voice, until he started to shake you. This seemed to mostly snap you out of your mental breakdown.
"...Andy?" Registering the feeling of his clothes, his arms surrounding you, you slowly but cautiously laid your head against his chest. You didn't want to put weight into it in case he was just a figment of your imagination.
Not bothering to correct you, he simply placed a hand on your head, gently stroking it. This oddly seemed to calm you down as it helped getting you to breathe at a regular pace.
That's when you decided to let go and lean into him. His body held firm against yours...he was real. Andrew was alive. You had one of those 'nightmares' he always went on about.
"Well, well...it seems like my little sister had a bad dream." He let out a chuckle. "First time for everything, I suppose."

 

You take the biggest sigh of relief you could imagine. "First off, screw you. Secondly, I need to see your face." Before your brother could even respond, you adjust your position so you're practically sitting on his lap.
"A-Ashley what are you doing-" You didn't care about his protests. The moment you saw his green eyes filled with light once more, the way his unkempt hair was more so than usual.
You smashed your lips against his. He tasted real too. Your Andy was really here for you, he didn't go anywhere. You managed a few seconds of this before he forcefully shoved you off of him. Your ass hit the bed, fingers coming up to touch your lips gently.
Andrew was sitting there in front of you. Judging by his expression, you reckon if the lights were on you'd see his face red as an absolute tomato.
You also reckon if it wasn't for the fact he witnessed you bawling your eyes out, he'd scold and reprimand you for doing something so stupid like that.

 

"...We will have a serious conversation about this later. But right now, I'm worried about you." He sat himself on the edge of the bed, patting the space beside it. "Whatever dream you had, it must've been awful, for it to do something like that to you. We can talk about it if you want."
You grumbled, but took your place beside him nonetheless. You tried to resist leaning against him, but that failed quickly. You needed to physically feel him there to not think about what you saw.
"I don't want to..." Those words weakly leave your mouth.
You closed your eyes as you feel that comforting hand on your head, playing with your hair.
"I understand. I'm here for you, Leyley." You can't help but wrap your arms around him. You don't want him to go. You want him to stay by your side forever and ever.
"You said something really bad to me."
You could feel a shift in the air. As if you could feel the frown that was setting on Andrew's face. Your brother was always emotionally intelligent to put two and two together.

 

"I didn't mean it." He simply said. "I was angry."

 

"Are you really going to leave me?" You felt your chin being gently tilted up to look at him. He had that brief smile on his face when you awoke from your first dream in the car.
"Ashley...remember at the Warehouse, I told you something."
"Yes? Please remind me, darling brother of mine. As you say, my memory isn't quite as long-term as yours." This brought out a genuine chuckle from him, which made you smile.
"I told you, they were going to take you away from me. I don't want anyone to take you away..." He shyly brushed some stays of hair off of your face.
You felt your face flush, before suddenly clearing your throat and regaining your composure. "Pfft, of course not silly. I'm not going anywhere." You take your finger and gently prod at his chest.
"I'm already where I want to be."

 

"The feeling is mutual." Before he could realize the embaressment of himself saying that, you notice he changes topics rather quickly.
"Let's um...go to sleep now. It's still late and we'll need plenty of rest for what's to come."

 

"Okay..." You concede easily. "Are you going to-"
"No. I'll sleep here tonight." This makes your heart warm.
"I love you, Andy."
"...." You get REALLY annoyed.
"I love you, Andrew."
"...." You are now seething.
"Well? Don't you have something to say to your sweet sister?" You hear a sigh, which you assume to be your victory.
"I...love you too, Ashley."
"Say Leyley!"
"I hate you, Leyley."

 

"OH fuck off!" This provokes a chuckle from both of you, gently easing off the tension. Then a concern hits your heart.
"...How do I know you just won't run off and leave me?"
"Hmm, would tonight be a bad time?" You spot that absolutely annoying smirk on his face in the darkness which tempts you to smack him.
"Uh, YEAH?! Jesus you're so fucking clueless to what women feel. I thought those skanks would've taught you something about that, at least. You decide on the compromise of simply pinching his nose.
"Actually scratch that, leaving ANY time would be-" You stop yourself before you say the next words that'd naturally be said. You didn't want to give this asshole anymore ammunition.
"It would be...pretty stupid. Considering we work better together, right?" Nuzzling into Andrew's chest, you feel a spark of happiness as he returns the gesture by gently stroking your hair.
"I suppose so. But you're going to have to take my word that I won't leave you."
You shake your head into his chest as if to say no. "Noooot good enough!"

 

You hear a sigh, as you feel his body slipping away. Shaking away your primal fear for a moment, you curiously watch what he's doing.
"Get off the bed, I'm pushing it up against the wall. Also, your fat ass weighs too much."
Wondering where this is possibly going, you decide to slide off while of course showing your offense. "You mean my-"
"Yeah, your fat fucking tits, I get it. Now look." Your brother pointed to the bed, one side of it making form contact with the wall.
"Uh-huh. Congratulations big brother, now you won't fall off on your side while sleeping. Or did you mean to do that for my sake?"
"It's so you know I won't go."
Raising an eyebrow, you watch as he slides himself onto the bed, pressing his back up against the wall with his front not facing towards you.
You slowly hop back onto your side, closing the gap between your bodies as you stare into those green eyes.

 

Green was always your favorite crayon.

 

It seems that Andrew noticed you staring and decided to awkwardly break eye contact. "So yeah...seems like I really am stuck now, eh?" He let out a nervous chuckle.
"So you DID mean it that way back in the basement."
"Of course not, dumbass. I was just trying to be funny."
"Uh-huh. You're really funny..." You start off with your sarcastic tone. "...But also sweet sometimes."
You nestle into the crook of his neck and close your eyes, enjoying the security his presence gives you.
'Mine.' you think to yourself, holding and treating him like one of your stuffed animals. As long as you held him, even while sleeping, he wouldn't dare try to escape without you noticing.
"Mmm...trapped between me, and a wall, where would you run off to?"
"That's easy. The wall." He says, without missing a beat. This awards him the prize of his shin being kicked, which elicited only another chuckle.
"Oh, I know! Let's get you a cage!"
"Ashley, what the fuck."



Chapter 2: Knot in your Heart
Chapter Text
*** You are Andrew! ***

 

'Do monsters even cry like this?' You think to yourself as the creature lay nestled within your arms, sleeping peacefully. Unlike you, you absolute depressed mess of a man.
Ashley had went to sleep way before you had, likely due to the amount of emotional turmoil she had gone through. Now it's like nothing ever happened.

You had almost killed your sister. You had almost killed her on a rage induced whim. Using your finger, you twirl it around on a strand of your sister's hair, like you'd always done when bored or stressed.
And here she is, nuzzled within your grasp. Comforted by the same hands that had previously been wrapped around her neck. Another thought entered your mind. 'As if...he saved her from Andrew.' That name, was like a life long brand on you.
You were never going to escape it. Your sister obviously didn't truly love nor care about you. She was in love with the idea of the you back when you were both children, the one who went along with everything she said, the one who constantly lavished her with praise and security, choosing her over everyone else.

So why, did you choose her again...? She called for him by that name. You hated it, it always sent an annoyed chill down your spine. But for some reason, despite your cold front and demeanor, the dying echo of a boy slipped past all of those walls you had put up to protect yourself.
"It's because at your core, you're just a soft, gooey Marshmallow~." Those words ring in your head. Were you always this soft? This...weak? You had no qualms about smacking your sister across the face, nor nearly choking her to death.
Suddenly, you feel your sister quiver beside you, her breathing pattern becoming a bit more haphazard. With your thoughts interrupted, you don't waste another second to lean forth and gently plant a kiss on her forehead. This seems to calm her down.

Nice, you did it again. What the fuck is wrong with you? Is this one of those cases of Stockholm Syndrome you've heard so much about? No no, it definitely was. You yourself admitted that earlier, being so horribly stuck that nobody could understand how deep you were in.
It is at that moment that something clicks inside your head. The reason why you decided to answer her call.
As Ashley herself mentioned before, she is supposedly a 'complex' person, as much as you enjoy trying to prove quite opposite. She rarely ever says the whole truth, rather preferring to leave half-truths, or just total gaslighting falsehoods.
However, tonight was different. The Ashley you heard and saw crying out for help, with such desperation and despair in her voice...it was genuine. You've heard enough of your sister's lies to know that at that moment, it was her, showing her real feelings.
It was as if she had lost her entire world and couldn't handle the mental anguish that came with it.

 

As much as you hate and loathe your little sister for everything she's made you do, for getting rid of all of your friends (especially the female ones) and effectively ruining your love life...

 

You still care about her, in your own little unhealthy, fucked up way.

 

Even though you hurt her, you know she can take it. She didn't try to beg for her life back at the apartment the first time you strangled her.

 

But the idea of something other than you damaging her, makes you feel uncomfortable.

 

Satisfied, and also disturbed by your own reasoning, you eventually manage to fall asleep.

 

Drifting away into the land of dreams, you find yourself in surrounded by a dark void. There is little else around you, save for a single...familiar box off in the distance.
'No no no NO!' You immediately turn around and run into the opposite direction on instinct. However, you see the same exact scene before you. No matter where you look, no matter where you ran off to, you would not lose sight of the object before you.
In fact, it had been getting closer. You shut your eyes in this dreamlike sequence, trying to avoid the sight that is to be seen.
Until a voice called out to you. You're not sure what was said, but you'd recognize it anywhere.
It was Nina.

"A-ASHLEY *cough cough* Please...please let me out!"
You immediately open your eyes. In front of you was the box, ever so gently shaking back and forth from the person you know to be inside. Your victim. Ontop the chest sitting was not your sister.

 

It was a broken boy. Him. The visage of your past self, your worst self, now laid before your eyes.
He smiles at you, as if he had not a care in the world. "You're just like me, you know." His voice echoed against your ears, forming knots in your stomach.
"Just like your father." These words hit you like a truck, but strike a burning, deep anger within you. You step forth and try to grab him, but your fingers merely slip through.
"I am NOTHING like you. You're a shadow of who I was. If you weren't so weak, I...I could've been so much better." The boy looks up at you most neutral poker face.
A perfect mask, just like you always wore. "Still stuck in the past, I see. You'll always be a bad person, Andy. But that's okay...just keep listening to your sister."
You watch a sinister grin appear. "It's all you're good for."

"I-I can't breathe! ASHLEY!!!" When you thought this nightmare couldn't get any worse, it did. You need to put a stop to this.
"Let her go." Those words leave your mouth like an empty threat.
"Why would I? You didn't do shit back then."
"...I'm different now." This provokes a childish laugh from Andy.
"Oh my god, really now?! You think after a decade, you're all a sudden a different person?! BULLSHIT!" His eyes go wide as he showed his teeth.
"You haven't changed a single thing about yourself, or anyone else in your life. You think you're big, strong Andrew huh? Well, let me show you something."
You then begin to hear the sound of both choking and sobbing mixed together. You try to cover your ears, but of course it's impossible because fucking dream logic.
"An...Andrew..." You hear that weak voice. No... not this. Anything but this.
"...Please save me..."
Andy cracked a smile. "Where was this 'Andrew' when she needed you?" You simply drop onto your knees, covering your face as the traumas of the past begin to overtake you.
"You could've easily stopped all of this. It's your fault, Andrew." The boy hops off the chest, and whispers into your ear with a malicious tone. "You might as well been the one sitting on that box."

 

"Wow Andy, looks like you really are a wife beater!" Your sister exclaimed as she looked into the handheld mirror that she got from a certain Graves' home.
Too distracted by the absolutely growing pit of anxiety inside of your stomach, you ignore the use of that nickname. Instead, you simply pace back and forth around the room around the room.
You dig your fingers into your hair and bite your bottom lip as you think on how to deal with the consequences of your actions. Turns out, you REALLY fucked up your sister last night.
No, not in that way. Wait, why are you even thinking about that? You have more important things to focus on, idiot!
Looking at her last night, the wounds didn't seem that bad. Then again, they were mostly obscured by the darkness of the room so you hadn't fully taken them in.

 

"God damnit, what am I gonna do?! We can't go out with you looking like this! Somebody is bound to notice those bruises. Your choker doesn't even cover your neck enough to hide it, much less your face."
You take a look out the window, staring down at the people merely walking past. "All it takes is one friggin' bystander with a heroic conscious to notify the police, and that's it WE'RE DONE!"
You throw up your hands as already in utter defeat, letting out exasperated breaths. You then feel a gentle hand placed on your shoulder.

 

"My god Andrew, calm down. I mean, who knows...maybe they'll just assume we're into some rough play? Oh, maybe I can just cling onto you, look real happy about it! You know, to really sell it!" You noticed her catch herself before continuing. Perhaps it was the death glare you sent her way as a silent threat. "...Aaaactually never mind!"
You take a deep sigh before carefully opening the door back outside. Before your sister can follow you out, you turn around to shove her back, closing the door once more.
"Are you dumb or something? I JUST said you can't be outside." This brought an annoyed look from your sister, putting her hands on her hips.
"So what are YOU going to do, Andrew my dear?" You grit your teeth, but maintain your composure. "First off, what I need you to do...is to be a good little sister and stay put. I'll go get you a scarf from the clothing store."
This idea doesn't seem to be pleasing Ashley, who simply narrows her eyes suspiciously. "You mean the shop in which the owner..." She took a step towards you, crossing her arms. "is one of those hussies?"

 

You absolutely facepalm at this. "Ashley, are you fucking kidding me right now?" You hear your bratty, possessive sister make a 'hmpf' sound.
"I'm not kidding at all!" You feel your hands being peeled off your face as she takes hold of your wrists.
"What if she tries to make a move on you? She'll probably try to use her vast experience on a skank to sweep you off your feet, then you'll forget all about ME!"
"I'm not into older women." Staring at her with a deadpan expression, the lie leaves your lips as naturally as you breathe. You then gently tug your wrists out of her grasp.
She frowns at you, but seems to let go of the issue for now. "Just...come back as soon as you get done. Okay?"

 

You nod and head outside. Your eyes take a moment to adjust, as the last time you were out in the sunlight, you had been walking around your parents' neighborhood finding a way to break into their house.
Making your way towards the shop that the shopkeeper had ever so kindly requested you to leave her the fuck alone, you now had the intention of actually purchasing something!
Confidently striding in, you take note of the lack of people around. Nonetheless, you view it as a good sign and decide to look around for something that'll suit your needs.
Luckily, you manage to spy a large arrangement of different neckwear. Carefully looking amongst them, you pick out one that Ashley might appreciate. A black scarf with white polkadots.

 

"Andrew?" It is that moment, you freeze up. You're not quite sure how to react to this.

You instantly recognize the soft, meek tone used. Trying to act completely natural, you smoothly turn around to face her with a faintly surprised expression.

"Julia?"

 

Before you can even think on what to say next, you're being hugged by the girl who dumped you at the apartment. You feel her face bury into your chest, and the beginning of silent sobbing radiating from her.
'This is bad.' You think to yourself, now starting to set your priorities on how to handle this incredibly unlikely situation.
"I-I thought...I thought you were burned in the apartment." 'No matter what, I just have to deescalate.'
You simply pat the top of your ex girlfriend's head reassuringly, gently grabbing her shoulders and carefully creating some space between you two.
Pushing too hard would make her react negatively, and that's the last thing you need right now. So, you do what you do best: Lie.

"We got cleared for the parasites and got out of there before the fire. Lucky, eh?" You smoothly explain.
"O-Oh. I'm ..." She took what must have felt like a huge sigh of relief. "I'm so glad to know you're okay." You watch as she bit her lip as if she had to force herself to say the next part.
"You said we. So, that means your sister is also fine?"
You did not like the tone that laid within those words. For some reason, it made you angry. But you push that feeling aside.
"Yeah, thankfully."
"I see...that's...great." You noticed her idly glancing around the store, just looking for any reason not to look you in the eyes.
She wasn't a good liar, like you are.
"Anyways, I'm glad to see you too. What brings you here anyways?" It was the minimum required small talk, but you were genuinely curious in the answer. Could this have been chance, or...?
You noticed her hesitate for a brief moment.
"I was just visiting family around here." Before you can reply, she continues. "Hey, is your...living situation okay? Do you have a place to stay?"
"Yeah, but we're not staying long."
"If you want, I can help you buy some supplies...it must be hard having to recover from losing all your stuff like that."
"I appreciate that, Julia. But we're okay for now. Anyways, I really should get going."

"Back to her?"
"Well, yeah?"
"Um, alright. Well, nice seeing you again Andrew." You nod and simply go and pay for the scarf. Unsuprisingly, the shopkeeper makes no flirtatious advances. You almost wish Ashley was here just to prove her wrong.
And you push yet another dark thought into the back of your mind, the idea of both your ex girlfriend and sister arguing over you...
Yeah, you're pretty fucked up. Anyways, you make it the rest of the way back to the motel without encountering any obstacles.
You open up the door to only be greeted by a seemingly annoyed Ashley. What else is new?
"What the hell took you so long?"
"Just had a little delay."
"...And. Why. Might. That. Be?" She enunciated each word with a deadly poison to her tone. You're not sure why she's being so accusatory. You clearly remember the conversation with Julia being no longer than 5 minutes.
So, why would she be upset about a delay that'd barely be noticed? You decide the consequences of lying to your sister outweigh trying to keep the mask on.
You take a deep sigh. "I ran into Julia."

 

As if on cue, your sister flies into a rage, grabbing the front of your shirt and making you jerk back and forth. You firmly grab her wrists to put a stop to that shit.
"I fucking knew it! That floozy-hussy hybrid took ONE look at you out of that apartment and now she wants your dick again!"
"Calm the hell down, Ashley. She was just glad to see me alive."
"Yeah, maybe glad that she can get fu-"
"J-Jesus christ, I don't see her like that anymore!"
"Yeah? Well, you seemed REAL happy to see her." You stand there, dumbfounded. Then it hits you.
"You followed me." You say, with a low growl in your voice. She shrugged.
"So, what?" She pulls her wrists out from your grasp.
"What if you were being followed, Andrew? What if you got into some trouble, like with the hitman?"
"You and I both know you're making excuses." This seems to catch your sister off guard. Her eyes widened just a little bit.
"O-Oh yeah? Well how about the time I fucking TRUSTED you to prepare the ritual while I was gone?! Only to come back and hear you talking all about how you're just STUCK!"
'Fuck this. Fuck appearances to keep.'

 

You walk forward, getting right in her face merely inches away. Looking down at her with your classic darkened glare, she looks back up at you with slight worry by the lack of anger in your voice.
"You're right, Ashley." She blinked a couple times, wondering where you're going with this.
"We're like glue, you and me. I just can't seem to get away from you."
Your hand then plants itself on your sister's shoulder, digging your nails in and eliciting a weak gasp from your sister.
"But I swear one day, I'm going to rip you off. One way or another..."

The threat doesn't cause your sister to back down. "Is that so, Andy?" She speaks with venom in her voice, meeting your gaze with fire. "I don't think you can."
"Don't underestimate a man with nothing to lose."
"I am everything you have."
"You ain't shit."
You suddenly feel a sharp cut go down across your right shoulder. Turns out Ashley really didn't like what you said, and now you have a small gash to show for it.
But you're not even gonna make a sound of pain for this bitch. The growing adrenaline really helps out.
"You're mad because you can't screw that hussy anymore. All you do is think with your cock, Andy."
"Says the one who's never done it before. You know what they say about don't stick your dick in crazy."
You watch as she actually laughs in your face. You feel the blood dripping down your shoulder, but you don't care about that right now.
"Okay okay, I'll give you that one! But it's not like I even care about that stuff. I just want you all to myself."
"Yeah? Maybe I'll go and fuck Julia right now. Just to piss you off."
"I'LL FUCKING KILL HER, SLICE HER LIMBS OFF AND EAT THEM!"

You watched as your sister's eyes go bloodshot momentarily, some sort of feral awakening coming forth. She grabs your shoulders firmly, nails digging into the skin and causing the pain from your cut to emitt even more.
She pants, breathing heavily up in your face as her hair becomes more disheveled than it already was. It was as if she was some predator, threatened that her prey would be stolen.
"If you're gonna do that, then how about I find some random guy off the street, ask him out on a date and then just give 'it' to him after?!
Without thinking, you reach around and grab the base of her ponytail, tightening your grip, not caring about the pained protests your sister is giving.
She struggles against your grasp, until you eject your voice out in her ear in that same cold, but dangerous tone. "The things I will fucking do to that man, even you will beg me to stop."
You felt her shudder against you as you utter those words. She seems to grab onto your shirt to help balance herself.
"I...I like that." You hear her say quietly. It's as if you can feel the blush coming out from her entire body with how much it was heating up.

You loosen your grip and let go of her hair before taking a deep sigh.
"I'll go get something for that." She gestures to your shoulder before leaving the room to find some bandages.
You're alone and decide to sit the edge of your bed.
'I like that?' 'She's fucking crazy...not that I didn't know that' You think to yourself, while ignoring how insane you've become as well.

 

"UGH that hurts!"
"Sorry, I can't pour rubbing alcohol any slower."
"Just don't pour anymore..."
Your shoulder is then properly dressed and band-aided. Turns out there were several small to moderately sized cuts from your sister's sharp nails. Guess she must've been real pissed.
She then takes a place beside you, looking down.
You decide to break the ice.

"You gonna apologize to me?"
"Are you sorry for last night?"
"Nope."
"There's your answer, jackass."

........

 

More silence

 

.......

 

"I dreamt that you shot yourself last night."
Now this catches you off guard, making your head tilt. "...What?"
You narrow your eyes at her. "Was it a vision?"
She shook her head. "I don't think so. But it just felt so real."
"Better not be. If anything, I'm more likely to kill you instead, you little shit." You let out a chuckle at this attempt to make a dark joke.
Judging by the look on your sister's face, she did not appreciate the humor in that one.
"Andrew?"
"...Yes?"
"Would you actually do it?" There was no right answer to that question.
"Kill you, or me?"
"Either or."
You take what feels like a long time to think, before coming up with absolutely nothing.

 

"I...I don't know, Ashley. For both." You simply state.
"Do you really hate me? Just like everyone else? Do you really not want to be around me?"
"It's more complicated than that. Sometimes I feel like..." You find the mental fortitude to say the next words. "giving you a hug, and stuff."
You notice an amused look on her face. "Ooo, stuff?! I wonder what you mean by that~."
"Keep wondering, pervert."
"Soo, what else?" She leans forward, clearly interested in this line of conversation.
"Well, uh..." You nervously scratch your chin. "Sometimes I feel like putting a gag on you or something. So you'd finally shut the hell up."
You hear your sister burst into laughter. You didn't think it was that funny.
Quickly recovering and clutching her stomach. "Wow, first you smack me around and choke me, now you want to gag me? I get the feeling you're projecting a list of kinks, big brother~."

Something makes your stomach churn. Actually no, you know exactly what it is.
"This topic of conversation is officially over." You state sternly, and quickly decide to change topics.
"Anyways, I got this for you..." You hand the scarf over to her. She stares at it and smiles.
"I wonder where the inspiration came from."
"Just shut the fuck up and put it on."
"Make me, Andy."
You twitch. "...What?"
"I want you to put it on me."
"W-Why me?"
"Well...since you seem to be so good at wrapping things around my neck. I figured I'd leave it to the expert." She says with her usual playful expression.
"S-Stop with that, dumbass. Don't make it weird." Your sister pouted. "Hmph, you're no fun!"
Once that was done with, your sister admired herself in the mirror. The bruises on her face weren't as noticeable thanks to the the cosmetics, and she seemed to enjoy what you bought her.
"So, what now?"
You give a faint smirk. "First thing's first...we need to get some food."
That was something both of you could agree on.



Chapter 3: Here lies Andrew Graves
Chapter Text
 

*** You are Ashley! ***

 

"Oh, Annnddreww~" you coo towards your brother, pointing a fork filled with pancake yummyness towards his direction. "You really need to try this!"
Andrew looked at your offering with a raised brow before shifting his gaze back to you. "No thanks, I'm good."
You gasp, offended by his absolutely unreasonable refusal! So you react the only way you know how.
"So you'd just rather eat your crappy waffles, huh?"
"Over your shitty pancakes."
"But this one has my saliva on it, Andrew~." You say with an evil smirk. This causes your brother to almost choke on his own forkful of inferior choice of food.
"T-That's supposed to convince me otherwise!?" You let out a giggle as you prop up your elbows on the table and hold your chin above the top of your palms, looking at him with a rare genuine smile.
"We used to feed each other all the time, you know. You didn't care about germs back then."
"We were kids, Ashley. Things are different."
"So all of a sudden it's weird?
"It was weird then, and it's weird now."
"Yeah? You didn't seem to complain about my germs last night."

Your brother stares daggers at you, his gaze almost piercing right through as he slowly, methodically, CALCULATINGLY chewed through another mouthful of his crappy waffles.
With a swallow, he finally spoke. "Now that you mention it, what was that about?"
You frown. "What? You can have nightmares and crawl into my bed, but I can't kiss you when I have them?"
"Those are two different things."
"Ugh! Fine, if it makes you feel any better...I just thought you were dead, okay? So I may have overreacted a little."
This answer seems to satisfy your brother.
"Okay, understood. That's good"
His answer didn't satisfy you.
"Wait, why is that GOOD?!" This evokes another deep sigh from your favorite depressed doormat in the world.
"No no, I don't mean it like that. I just..." He looks off to the side. "Don't want any misunderstandings."
You perk a brow. "Oh my~. Just what were you hoping to understand, hm?" Instead of acting all defensive like he usually does, your brother says something that catches you unprepared.
"Oh, I don't know. You butt into my love life so much it makes me think you want to be apart of it."

Now it's your turn to almost choke from laughter with a mouthful of pancakes down your throat. You quickly wash it down with some water.
"Pfft! Sounds like wishful thinking to me."
"Yeah, whatever you say Ashley." Oh, how you'd love to wipe that smug fucking smirk off his face right now. Unfortunately though, you're in a rather public area.
While you absolutely have no qualms about misbehaving, you know you need to get on Andrew's good side for the plans you have later on. With a certain hussy.

"I'm glad we always eat outside." Surprised at the sudden topic change, your brother nods in agreement.
"Yeah...mom and dad always had us inside the restaurant. Felt so cramped in there."
"That's because whenever we used the booth tables, I always kept you right between me and the wall~. So those floozy waitresses don't try to steal you away."
You expected some kind of sarcastic or sardonic remark, but Andrew seemed to just be...faintly...smiling. As if he had been....reminiscing?
Yeah, remind yourself to thank him for teaching you that word.
"Haha, funny. You know mom did the same thing, right?"
You let out another giggle. "Even a broken clock is right twice a day~."
"And what time is it for you right now, Ashley? So I can know when to listen to you."
You snort and hold back the temptation to throw your place at his face. "Oh, ALL the time, Andrew my dear."

"Aha, of course. After all, my little sister has kept me nice and safe, even after all these years. What a thoughtful and considerate person." Now that's more like the old andy! Sarcasm aside, you love it when he talks like this.
A spark lights inside of you. Oh, he definitely can't stop now... "More!" You lean forward, expecting more praise.
He looks at you with a eye twitch, as if he had just made a mistake. Now he has to commit!
"Yes...my cannibalistic, murderous sister. Who might I add, hasn't eaten or murdered anyone in...a whole day! I'm so proud of you, Ashley." He's actually clapping for you. This floozy fucker is literally clapping.
You are ABSOLUTELY eating this up like you did your parents. So you decide to get greedier.
"Hehe, more Andrew! More!" You definitely had to use his real name for this.

 

What happens next makes it all the more worth it. You suddenly feel a hand on your head. When was the last time he pat your head? His tone also shifted to something rare: kindess
"You're a good girl, Ashley." Wait, is the world getting dizzy or is it just you? Why is he talking like he actually means what he says?
"You're my precious little sister, and I won't let anyone take you away." This makes your heart skip a beat. You don't even know what expression you have right now, there is not a single thought behind that head of yours
So you just mindlessly nod. You know that your soul is quite literally tar. You're far from the special, well behaved girl that he claims you to be.
You've never been called good. Only bad, or very not good. An outcast. A monster unfit to live in society. But your Andy is saying all these damn lies...and you fucking believe them.
"In fact, let me give you a reward." And so it happens. You feel his lips gently kiss the top of your head, and for the first time you blush a deep red.
"O-Okay okay, that's enough..." You clumsily lie, trying to hide your face.
"I never took you for the type to actually have enough of something."
"Yeah? Well...you didn't have to like, try so hard."
"I'll be sure to try less next time."
"No no! Now that I know what you're capable of, you can't be disappointing me!"
"I can't be spoiling you."
He reaches into his pocket, pulling out a wad of cash and placing it on the table.
"He says, as he continues to spoil me by paying for my food."
"What can I say, I'm in a good mood."
"Oh? How do I get you into one of those in the future?"
"Stop calling me Andy, for one." He sternly states, as he began to pull out one of his signature cheap cigs.

You honestly don't know what to say to that. Your usual response would be 'gosh, why can't you just get over it, it's just a nickname', but you know that'd start another argument.
You don't need the stubborn, cold front Andrew always portrays. You want the sweet, obedient Andy that lavished you with praise and attention. The one who couldn't make decisions on his own.
The one who would complain about doing bad things, but always give in...eventually.
It's at that moment, the thought occurs to you.

'I need to break him back into Andy.'
'If I bring Andy back, then Andrew won't kill me in that vision'

"Want me to light it for you?" You ask with a sly smile.
"...awfully nice of you." He doesn't recoil, except leans in a bit closer.
You light it for him. "Don't you hate it when I smoke?"
"Well, it can make you look a bit more handsome sometimes."
You can just feel him cringe on the inside.
"I don't need my sister to tell me that."

Letting out a satisfied giggle, you stand up and dust off your ass. "So, you had plenty of time to think about our next move." You pause, kindly letting him finish his smoke.
"Which isssss?"
Andrew seems to be lost in thought, yet again. He better not be thinking about that damn Juli bitch.
"First priority, fake ids."
"Second priority." You correct. "First is obviously me~."
He rolls his eyes. "Yeah, whatever..." You watch him throw the cigarette on the ground and stomp on it. You had the temptation to annoy him again, just so he'd burn one out on your skin.
But you decide against it.
Wait, what?

"As much as I hate to admit, your idea of going back to that cultist club is our best bet. Maybe someone knows someone that can get us what we need."
"Aha! Looks like this broken clock really is right all the time!"
"Mhm. Now that we have a lot more funds, we should get some of those robes back at the shop. Those guys definitely know what I look like, and I doubt they'd let me in."
"Sounds like a plan! This episode is tilted: Andy and Leyley & the quest for new identities!!!" You raise an arm to the sky excitedly!

 

Your brother just shakes his head in disappointment at you.
Nonetheless, you two head off!

 

Sometime later...

 

Some more time later...

 

Hooray, you've acquired two sets of (cultist) robes! And even better, you were there with Andrew to make sure the shopkeeper didn't hit on him either!
Well, you definitely would've intervened the first time had that happened.
Having the proper attire to engage in cultist activities, you wonder if anything else is missing.
"Now that I think about it, how do we know when the next gathering is...?" Your brother suddenly brings up that actually very important point.
What happened next was clearly against all odds, as you witness a flyer suddenly impact Andrew's face. Slowly, he pulls it off of himself with an annoyed look on his face.
He begins reading through it, his expression becoming ever so curious! Why are his eyes so wide, hmm?

"What's on there? Is it porn or something?" You ask, mockingly.
"Hah, nope. But it's something even better." He shows you the flyer. It looks like someone with really bad drawing skills tried to make it look extra pretty with pictures of what look to be people wearing robes playing with demons.
There are words inscribed at the top and bottom reading:

 

'TONIGHT IS A NIGHT OF SWEETS, COFFEE AND FUN DEMONIC PRACTICES'

 

'DEFINITELY NOT A DEMON SEX PARTY, NOPE!'

You simply stare at the flyer with a deadpan expression. "Who in the hell was hired to make these."
"I dunno. They're gonna give you some competition, though.." He laughed quietly before receiving an annoyed shoulder punch by you. Smiling at you with that smug expression, he gestured towards the nearby alley. "All we have to do now is just wait until night time, I guess."
"Okay. So...what do you wanna do then?" Andrew responds with a grin. "Guess."

You two end up on the couch, watching TV for hours on end. Sometimes a tolerable show comes on and you're both able to watch it absent mindedly.
Sometimes, you tease Andy for whatever reason and he returns the teasing with some smart ass remark or by pinching your cheek. The one on your face, unfortunately.
Still, getting to rest your head on his lap made it all the more worthwhile to put up with.
"Andrew?"
"Yes?"
"That bitch is going to tell someone about us. That we're alive."
"Her name is Julia. And perhaps." His tone seemed nonchalant.
You narrow your eyes a bit. "And aren't we going to do something about that?"
"...What are we going to do, Ashley?" He's no longer looking at the TV, now casts his eyes directly down on you. You've seen that dark look before.
"Like you said, Andrew. All it takes is one person to look into it. Then it starts a whole chain reaction and before we know it, we're in jail."
"Good. We belong there." This pisses you off, but you hold it together.
"What, do you wanna be locked up for the rest of your life?"
"Obviously I don't, dumbass. But -"
"But nothing! Quit being a flip flopping pussy already."
"Fuck off."
"When are you gonna grow some balls, Andrew? Are you seriously picking her over me, again?"
"Of course not." He gently grabs your chin. "It's just us now, like we said. We don't need her to get involved."
"I can do it for you, if you want."
"Huh? You don't even know where she is."

"Currently, police have no potential leads on the mysterious dead body located in the park! This" The newscasters booming voice drew both your attention towards the TV."
Your brother, glad that there is one less worry on his mind, assumes the topic of conversation is over and goes back to flipping through channels.

An idea plants itself into that so called brainless head of yours. You are briefly reminded of the vision, how 'Andrew' had taken over and tried to kill you. But your Andy would never do that.
So, what you need to give him is what that floozy always did to satiate his desires.
"I'll find her, Andrew." You lift yourself up and adjust your positioning, now straddling over your brother's lap with your arms lazily draped around him. You lean in close to whisper in his ear.
"I can kill her just for you~." You gently hum. "After all, I love you so much."
"S-Stop talking dumb like that."
You giggle and pull back a bit to look into his eyes. 'Mine.' you think to yourself, as those green orbs seem to stare back into your soul. The first set of eyes you've ever seen that have never looked at you with hate. Well...for the most part.
But they accepted you for who you are. That's what matters. Your brother says nothing in the silence, not even maintaining eye contact at this moment. How adorable.
"Wanna finish what we started back at mom's house, Annndy?"
"EH?!" Your brother's face seems to be flushed with red, bringing joy to your heart at his embarrassment.
"Julia gave you some things that I couldn't give you. But that's okay, Andy...I forgive you for running off to her.
"...Get off of me before you do something stupid again, Ashley."
"Oh? But your friend down there really wants me to stay."
"I'm serious."
"And so is your friend~." You gently run your fingers through his hair, just like when he came to you for his nightmares at night.
"I know I'm the reason you made that slut tie her hair." With that, you gave a slow grind of your hips, creating some friction between...well, yeah. You gain a satisfying groan from Andy as a reward.
His right eye closed from the pressure, the remaining one staring up at you with what you assume to be the last bit of rebellion. "You're going to regret this." Yet he's not doing anything to prevent you from doing whatever it is.
"Mmm, don't think I will." Suddenly you feel yourself pushed off to the side and before you can realize what's happening...Andrew has you by the throat and is now stradling you.
"C-Careful...my neck still hurts a bit."
"Think I don't know what you're trying to do, Ashley?" Andrew looks dead into your eyes.
"You always do this. When you don't get your way, you start fucking acting out." You bite your bottom lip. You didn't expect him to be this blunt about it.
"What did you think was going to happen? You bribe me with...with sex, and all of a sudden you can call me Andy again?!" His face draws closer, anger and heartache.
"You're just...gonna destroy the little love I have left for you just to keep me around with that?" You notice he takes his hands away from your neck before he decides to actually strangle you again.
Instead, he just sits beside you again with his face in his hands. "I gave you EVERYTHING. And this is how you repay me? By playing with my fucking emotions?!"
Many times, you've chastised this man for being a big baby about everything. You can't even count the amount of times you had to comfort him from general stress and anxiety alone.
But for some reason, your stomach turned into knots when you saw him hurting like this. You hurt him.

 

"I'm sorry, Andrew... I shouldn't have done that." For once, you own up to a mistake. It's a weird feeling.
"You're not sorry." Is he wiping his face? "...It's just you trying to do damage control."
"I thought you liked me like that." Silence hovered over the room as your brother stood still.
"That's the scary part, Ashley." He finally breaks the quietness. "I think I might."

 

*KNOCK* *KNOCK* *KNOCK*

 

Well, this is awkward timing.

 

*** You are Julia! ***

 

You take a deep breath. 6th time's the charm, right? You spent a good half hour kindly knocking on the doors of the motel occupants.
You feel a bit shameful, going this far to find Andrew, but you remind yourself by gripping the bags of groceries tighter in your hands. 'We didn't leave off on the best foot.'
'I just want to speak my piece and get us both proper closure to all this. Then I'll never have to see him...and her again.'
"If I don't find him...that's okay too." you mutter quietly to yourself." Gathering up all of your courage once more, you force determination into yourself as you walk up the stairs, heading toward the closest door.
Hmm? You hear something.
"I th_ou_t y_u li__d me l_iked me like th_at." You're not sure what's being said, but you know that voice. You are VERY familiar with that one.
The one that haunted you in those voice mails all those times. The one that made you give in and go back to cutting. The voice that stole him away from you.
At the very least, you found the right room.

You hesitate for a moment, but you push through that feeling of anxiety radiating from the pit of your stomach. And you knock.
All of a sudden, the voices pause. You simply stand there awkwardly, taking the time to physically and mentally compose yourself.
And then the door opens. You take a sigh of relief as you notice it was Andrew himself. You muster a weak smile. "Hi, Andrew."

 

*** You are Andrew! ***

 

Welp, there she is. Your ex girlfriend, in the flesh. Right in front you. I mean, you did tell her you had a place to stay. And this motel was literally the only nearby housing area.
In fact, you might as well just have told her you fucking lived there. Anyways, you're not quite sure whether you should go for a hug, even if you wanted to. It might set Ashley off and she'll kill her without any thought for consequences.
She was always like that. Just doing shit without a care in the world for what might happen to her. You've killed several people, and had to eat flesh for survival.
Yet this situation of all things causes the most turmoil on your mind. You can't worry about that now, though. Put the mask back on.
"Um, hey Julia..." You smile back and stand there like an idiot.

"I know this is kind of weird, but I'd like to talk to you, for a bit. Can I come inside?" She brings up the two bags in her hands. They're filled with some fruits and vegetables.
How sweet. This girl was so thoughtful, so nice, so considerate...unlike your sister. You've heard some of the voice mails she sent her, throughout the time in your apartment.
You pretended not to notice the harassment to this innocent, kind girl. You really are a terrible person.
"Coooome on innn~." You hear your sister grab you from behind, peeking over your shoulder at your ex partner. You notice the pained look on her face from the sudden appearance of Ashley.
'I should turn her away...' but that's what a decent person would do, wouldn't it? You're also genuinely curious in what she wants to talk about.
You step to the side to allow her in. She steps past you and gently places the bags on a nearby counter before looking for a chair, but notices the lack of. You make sure to lock the door.
Thinking ahead was always your best and worst trait, after all.

 

"Can we...?" She gestures toward the couch and you nod, making your way over. You also get the sense of what she's about to ask next.
You look towards your sister with a stern glare. "Ashley, I think Julia and I need a little privacy to...talk things over. Do you mind?" It was a rhetorical question.
The real truth behind those words were: Don't you dare do anything. She rolled her eyes, like whenever she didn't want to listen to you. Which was all the time.
"Ugh. Fine, I guess...don't take too long though, love birds." Well, that's surprising. You thought she'd put up more of a fight. You watch her head to the bathroom to supposedly take a shower.

You two just sit in silence, with you twiddling your thumbs, thinking countless ways on how to approach this. You wish you really did drive your car to the bottom of the ocean with Ashley, just to avoid this situation.
Thankfully, she breaks the silence. "Andrew, you look really stressed."
"Huh? Why do you think that?"
"Your eyes...you haven't been getting enough sleep."
"With Ashley constantly nagging me, it's hard to get enough sleep." You laugh, to ease off the tension.
She turns to better face you on the couch. She leans in a bit closer, which makes you nervous.
"Also, have you been crying?"
"What? O-Of course not." All of a sudden a concerned look grows on her face.
"Andrew, please be honest with me...I know we're not together, but I do still care about your well being."

Then the question you've dreaded finally comes.

"Has she been...hurting you?"
"......."'She has hurt me every second of my entire life' is what you want to say. But absolutely nothing came out of your mouth, like always.
Julia took your silence as an answer.
"I've been thinking a lot."
"...About what?"
"Ashley, she's...I think she's unhealthy for you."
"I know." You surprise even yourself with the honesty of that response.
"I can try to get you help, call someone if you want..."
"That's alright. As annoying as she is, I can handle it."
"But this is different, Andrew."
"How so?"
"I've been thinking about something for a while."
"Ever since that day with Nina." She continues, but quietly, as if Ashley might've been listening in.
You twitch at that name.
"I think...Ashley had something to do with that." You get a gut-wrenching feeling in your stomach. You feel like you're going to throw up.

 

Again, you're reminded of the past. Again you're haunted by it. You feel like a bird, trapped in a cage, unable to use those wings that'd grant freedom to travel anywhere in your life
Instead, you're shackled. Shackled by an abusive owner who only unlocks that cage and binds your wings together so that you can't possibly escape. Only to be used for their entertainment.
Then, when your usefulness is done, you're thrown back into that cage, into that well of darkness for you to roll around in and rot. Decay. You simply ran alongside with whatever your sister wanted to do.
It wasn't your fault, she just made you do all these bad, fucked up things. You didn't have a choice in the matter at all.
As much as your father was a door mat, at least mom took care of him.

 

"...Andrew? Andrew, you there?"
"Ah, sorry. I got distracted." She smiles faintly.
"At least some things never change."

 

Yeah.

And some things do.

You, the indecisive little fuck that you are, decide to do something you never thought of trying.
Breaking the cage open.

"You know our apartment, right?"
"Mhm..."
"It wasn't really burned to the ground."
She raised a brow, confused.
"Huh? But the news sai-"
"Yeah, they probably did burn it down. But it was because of us."
"I...don't understand."
"They didn't feed us for weeks, maybe a couple months, Julia. Then this weird guy next door passed away. We broke in, and ate him to survive..."
Her eyes widened, face in mild shock. "I, I don't know what to say..."
"That's not all." You say in a disturbingly calm manner, as you begin to list every single sin you've committed.
One of the wardens almost caught us. I killed that man."
Before Julia can even respond or start to process that information, you continue.
"There was this girl in 302. We needed to get the other warden, so we used her...I couldn't let her live. Ashley would've killed her anyways."
Your ex girlfriend lets out a nervous laugh, now slowly inching away from you. "Andrew, this isn't funny at all. Please stop."

It's strange. You've kept every secret deep inside the dark closet of your own brain. You never wanted anyone, other than Ashley, to find out just how horrible you are.
But why does it feel...nice? It was like for the first time, you felt lighter.

"Then they hired some hitman to kill us. We killed him, instead. He's in the park nearby..." You gesture with your head over to the door. You notice Julia is now considering running off.
Not yet, though. She needs to hear the rest.

"Then me and Ashley killed our parents. Because they treated her like a monster, yet made me take care of her. My own father doesn't even get my name right! At least Ashley gets it right sometimes!
Welp, they got what they FUCKING deserved! Sucks to suck, I guess." You chuckle as if you just told a joke. Well, that's what this was. A fucking-
"What a fucking joke, I swear! I just can't ever have PEACE, can't I? It's like everyone is out there to make things so shitty for me, all the time."

"You're s-scaring me. I think I'm gonna go. G-Goodbye." Before she can take off, you stop her.
"Wait. You haven't even heard the best part, Julia." Now shivering at this point, all Julia can do is patiently wait for your last sin to be confessed.
"I locked Nina in that box. All those years ago." You watch as her eyes begin to dilate, her mind slowly processing that statement. Her arms go limp, looking at you with a blank expression.
"You killed...my best friend?"
"Yeah." You don't even realize you had that signature warm smile on your face. You feel like you're laying on a soft, fluffy cloud. Huh...maybe Ashley was right. Maybe therapy would've worked-
Your newly gained serene, peaceful mindset has been shattered as you feel the front of your shirt grabbed, followed by a painful slap to the face, forcing your head sideways and almost breaking your neck.
"YOU FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT! I CANT BELIEVE YOU!"
You begin to drown out the noise as you're thrashed around, hit and called an entire slew of vulgar words.
You don't bother to fight back. You know deep in your heart you deserve to die. Along with your sister.
"You're a monster, Andrew! A MONSTER! I REGRET EVER KNOWING YOU!!!"
A monster, huh? Guess you now understand how Ashley feels now.
No, you always understood. You just tried to hide it.

 

It's best just to let her take it out on you.

Like a punching bag.

You've always been good at that.

You notice Ashley sneaking up behind, cleaver in hand.

You don't bother to stop her.

 

You hear a heavy thud, and suddenly your clothes are let go of. She let out a short cry of pain before her body went limp, falling onto you.
"Hahaaha!" Your sister cackles madly in happiness at the newly made corpse on the couch. "That's what you get, brother fucker!" To ensure she wasn't surviving that one, your sister hacked away, like a lumberjack to a tree.
This went on longer than necessary before she pulled the girl off of you flicking the bird at the corpse as if that mattered at all, and rolled her aside off the couch and to the ground. Ashley placed a hand on your cheek.
"No one is allowed to hurt you like that, Andy." There was a small bit of Julia's blood on your face, and the smell of iron was strong. "Now with her gone, it really is just us."
Ashley pressed her nose against yours. You feel happy you got to confess everything you've done, but you don't feel anything for the girl you used to know who's now laying beneath you, motionless.

 

You really never cared about her in the first place.

"See, Andy? I killed her for you, just like I said! Isn't your little sister just the best in the world?" She had a manic-induced smile. Now cupping your cheeks with both hands, she leaned in and pressed a gentle kiss to your lips before pulling just as quickly away.

 

"Don't ever leave me, Andy~. Let's stay together forever!" She ran her tongue across the small blood smear, politely licking it off.

Another kiss.

"I love you so much."

Another...

"You're never gonna leave me, right? Right?!"

The words started to all become a blur at this point, your eyes seeming to look past her. Looking past Ashley, and instead at Leyley. The little demon that has made your life a living hell at every turn.

"Because you'd be fucking dumb to! Nobody's EVER going to love you. Not with the things you've done. But I will, Aaaandy~."

You felt yourself sink into an ocean of despair, as her arms wrapped around you in a constrictive embrace, whispering affirmations and providing affection through the use of Ashley's fingers running through your tangled mess to comfort you, from the nightmares you pretended to have.

Some things never change.



Chapter 4: Twisted Affections
Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
*** You are Andrew! ***

 

You couldn't sleep last night. What a surprise! There were two main reasons as to why that was the case. One, being that the corpse of your ex girlfriend was laying across from you on the other side of the door that led into the shower.
Two, being that your sister had been practically clinging onto you as you laid in bed with her, nuzzling into your chest and happy as can be. You heard her mummur in her sleep, something about...him. The other part of you, that you try to hide away, that you try to forget.

Andy.

 

She wasn't talking about the real you. The one that despite all the manipulation, all the heartache and pain she's put you through, you still decided to stay by her side. Or was it ever the real you in the first place...?
Somehow, in the midst of your tired, depressed inner thinking, you managed to fall asleep.

 

"Even when she's holding you, you're still back here huh?" The familiar child sat atop the same box, the box of your worst nightmares.
"So, still think you're nothing like me?" The boy in front of you spoke in a cool, teasing manner, whilst you simply drop onto your knees, not even meeting his gaze.
"Fuck off. I don't want to hear it right now." You hear the sound of feet hitting the ground as the boy you used to be reached out a hand towards you. You look up, confused.

"What are you doing?" You ask, confused.
"Just want to lend a hand."

"I don't need anything from you." You try to form some spit in your mouth and shoot it out at his feet, but apparently dream spit doesn't exist. Go figure.
"You're angry because you need Ashley, but I'm who she really wants."

"...." You have nothing to say to that.
"But I can help you, Andrew."

"And how exactly would you go about that?" Andy smiles down at you kneeling to get at proper face level. Looking into the eyes of the younger version of you feels...unpleasant.
"Just let go, is all you have to do."

"...Huh?"
"Teach Ashley a lesson she won't ever forget." A devious smirk spreads across Andy's lips, his eyes filled with a hint of malice.

"I can't teach that crazy bitch anything."
"But I can."

"...?" You see him reach out and gently place a hand on your head.
"Take a seat, Andrew. It's time the past came to bite her in the ass."

 

One week passes...

 

*** You are Ashley! ***

 

It's been a week since you killed that hussy! What was her name again? Any who, other than the fact that it is now finally just you and your brother, there is yet another reason to be filled with joy!
Thanks to your wonderfully invested efforts towards the 'Call him Andy' foundation, Andrew has not once scolded nor gave you a single mean look!

Ha, you knew he'd come around eventually. Better yet, the bruises from your neck have mostly healed too! Now you don't have to wear that stupid scarf anymore.
...But you still wear it sometimes, because it's from Andy.

You two had ended up disposing her body in the same manner as the first cultist, chopping off the body parts and sneaking off to the dumpster at night. Where she belongs, haha! This time you decided not to indulge in your cannibalistic tendencies.
After all, why the hell would you want a piece of that skank inside of you? Yeah, no thanks! And for once, your brother not being into eating the forbidden fruit works in your favor too!

Unfortunately you had to ditch the motel and spend the next 6 days on the road, sleeping in the hitman's car. Thank your brother's paranoia for that. But that's okay, because you're with Andy now!
Though, there seems to be something ...different about him? He seemed more...focused ,in a sense. Like there was something he kept thinking about, for long periods of time.

You do not like that at all. If there's something he's thinking long and hard about, it better be you! And judging by that emotionless expression he often gets on his face, it surely has nothing to do with you at all, hmpf.
Crossing your arms, you merely sink into your seat, whilst your brother drives you on a road surrounded by forest.

"Where are we going this time, Andy?"
"...Somewhere." You feel your eye twitch at his vagueness.
"Okay, smartass. What, you don't have a plan this time around?"
"I do."
"Going to let me in on it?" You raise a brow in scrutiny.
"It's a surprise." Now THAT gets your attention. Sweet old Andy, planning a surprise just for you? Oh, how thoughtful of him! Maybe he'll finally tell you that he loves you so much.
Satisfied, you simply wait for the car to stop, humming quietly to yourself as you hung your legs up on the dash a usual.
Eventually, the car stops on the edge of the road and you look both ways. Still forest around you. Andrew turns off the engine and steps out of the car, calling out to you.

"Follow me, Ashley." You give him a questioning look but he simply beckons you over with a finger. Ooh, you could never say no to him.
Happily, you slide out of the car and just let your brother lead on, walking deeper through the trees. You don't really question why he's leading you here, but you admit you're a little curious.

You admire your brother's back from behind, enjoying the way his hair shifts back and forth from the gentle breeze that passes by, along with his clothes. And that damn adorable tag that just barely peeks out the back of his shirt!
This takes you back to better times, putting a dumb smile on your face as you think to back when it was truly just you two, playing together as children, spending all the time in the world with each other!

 

Just Andy & Le-

 

"Okay, Leyley...we're here."
Your heart skips a beat. Did he just call you...?
"Hehe! Yes, Andy~." You respond as a rush of dopamine hits your brain, nodding your little empty head in glee.
The next moment, you start sobering up and remember you're in the middle of the forest.
"Wait, what are we doing here again?"
"I'm here to do two things..." You noticed your brother lets his face drop for a moment. Does he look sad?

You're not sure why he needs you to be in a place like this to do that, but you indulge him.
"And what might they be?"

You watch Andrew take a deep sigh, closing his eyes for a brief pause, before opening them and seeming to look straight into yours.
"First, I want to say that I love you. A lot."

You blink several times, your brain registering what your brother has said.
Then, you find yourself laughing out. "Pffft!! R-Really?! I mean I knew that already, but come on, Andy. Did you really just come here to say all that?"

Andrew frowns at you, not seeming to find the humor in the situation.
"I don't mean in just the familial way."

 

H-HUH...? That brutal honestly came out of nowhere, catching you off guard.
That's when it hits you. Had you been a normal person at all, the thought of his love being in that sense would've disgusted you. But, if anything...

 

It only made you happier.

 

Clasping your hands together, a wide smile overtook you, eyes sneering towards your brother. "Oh my~. I can't believe my brother would think that way about his own sister!"
You lace your words with an extra flavoring of tease towards him, feeling a faint blush coming across your cheeks as you realize you were right all along! He did bring you here to confess to you, hooray!
Your thoughts begin to race as you come to terms with that revelation, knowing that you're all the more ready to reciprocate those feelings of his!
As you take your first step forward to drape your arms around your favorite person in the world, the tone of voice that his next words bring cause you to pause.

 

"...Which is why, it makes the next thing I have to do all the more hard."

 

You tilt your head to the side confused, and that's when you see him take out the cleaver.

 

Oh.

 

Guess you fucked up somewhere along the way.

 

He starts slowly making his way towards you, but unlike the vision...you don't wait until he gets his hands on you.

 

Pulling out the warden's gun, you aim it at Andrew with a smirk.
"Silly Andrew~. You thought you were going to take my Andy away from me?" Your brother stops in his tracks and looks at you. There is a...disturbing amount of coldness in his eyes. Like he simply doesn't care that he has a gun trained on him.
What catches you off guard, is that he continues to move toward you.

"H-Hey! Get back, idiot!" You begin to ironically be the one to back up, Andrew emotionlessly gripping the cleaver to his side, menacingly closing the distance between you two at the same time.
It's at that moment, you don't notice the tree behind you until your back presses up against it.

"I-I'll really fucking shoot you! Don't make me!" Before you know it, you see your brother has gotten so close to the point that the tip of your gun makes contact with his forehead.
You feel your breathing speed it, your heart starting to beat even faster at the quickly growing intensity of the situation.

"Do it. Pull the trigger, Ashley." You feel your finger twitch...you really should shoot him now. He's threatening your life, but...
"Because the moment you pull that trigger, is the moment you'll learn about a little thing called regret."

His words make you angry, but deep inside that heart made of tar, you know he's right.
A scowl forms on your face, the next words coming out in a hiss. "Fuck you, Andrew! I know this isn't what it really looks like!"
A wicked grin spreads across your lips. "You're just throwing another hissy fit about that little ex floozy of yours~."
"Oh?" You hear him say, widening your eyes as you feel Andrew slowly take hold of the gun in your hands.
Oddly enough, you didn't even resist. Didn't even pull the trigger. Just...let it happen.

After taking the gun from you, Andrew then presses the barrel right up against the bottom of of your chin, while the other hand dropped the cleaver, now grabbing the back of your hair in its place.
It is at this point, that the first set of emotions appear on his face, a cool smile replacing his previously neutral demeanor.

 

"How does it look now, Ashley?"

"..." All you could do was meekly stare up at him.

 

"HOW DOES IT LOOK NOW?!" Andrew suddenly yells in your face, causing you to wince, a brief anger seeming to consume him.

 

"I'm...I'm so sorry."

 

"I'm so tired of your 'sorry's."

 

"They don't mean shit."

 

You swallow. You remember those words from the vision. Guess this really is the end....
Feeling tears start to well up in your eyes as you summon the courage to look into his beautiful green eyes one last time
"I-I've always loved you too, Andrew. Ever since we were kids."

 

BANG!

 

*** You are Andrew! ***

 

You don't know why you did what you just did.

 

You wanted to make her pay for everything.

 

You wanted to see the look on her face when she realized she wasn't going to get her way anymore.

 

To make her suffer and thus, end your own suffering.

 

You hear your sister gasp, her eyes shut tightly as her body flinched at the release of the bullet, the gun shot echoing throughout the forest and causing a nearby flock of birds to scatter away.

 

So why did you shoot at the tree behind her instead?

 

Seconds pass, you see her open her eyes and look around her in confusion.

 

Meanwhile, you snap out of it and drop the gun, blinking your eyes as your brain processes what you tried to do.

 

Looking down at your hands, you watch them shake. Diverting your gaze from them, you notice the scared look on Ashley's face, now a couple of streams running down her cheeks.
"A-Andy...?"

 

...What happened to you? Is this your idea of 'payback'? Murdering your own sister in cold blood?
You used to be so gentle...so protective.

 

Yeah, you let her walk all over you, use you as a literal door mat and all.
But you still loved her unconditionally.
She just...didn't understand that you are choosing to be by her side.

 

She never needed to blackmail you.
She never needed to make you do all those horrible things.

 

That's when you realize...

 

"Andrew, what's wrong?"

 

It was all your fault.

 

"Andrew god damnit, please talk to me! You being quiet is kind of scaring me."

 

Guilt begins to reap throughout your mind and body. You feel sick...

 

You're a monster.

 

"...Let's get out of here." You finally say, picking up your cleaver and handing her back the gun. It's probably best that it stays with her.

 

You turn around and walk off, hearing the sound of your sister frantically getting onto her feet. "Hold the hell up! What was that earlier?!"

 

You don't bother responding, to the annoyance of your sister. You just make your way back silently towards the car, with her following after you out of frustration, her constant pestering just being incoherent rambling to you.

 

"...Why didn't you do it?"

 

"..." You honestly have nothing to say to that.

 

"You hate me, right? I thought you wanted to be rid of me, right?!" Eventually, she gets tired of nagging you, thankfully staying quiet throughout the entire trip.
It was starting to get dark, and you were not going to spend another damn night in this car. You spent the next hour looking for various motels until, by sheer luck, you managed to run into another one that didn't require IDs.
Naturally though, it was pretty expensive. The rooms were also not up to par with their pricing. At the very least, Ashley wasn't bothering you anymore.

 

However, even that didn't last long. The moment you two had entered your new rented space, your sister decided to just mention the elephant in the room.
"You still love Julia, don't you?" She pressed her back up against the wall, leaning up into it with an offended look on her face.
You let out an exasperated sigh, dragging a hand over your face. "I don't."

 

"Don't believe you. Prove it, liar." You grit your teeth. Why is she always trying to start a fight???
"The fact I didn't kill you back there proves it enough."

 

You hear Ashley let out a fake gasp. "Oh, why of course! I don't know why I didn't...coagulate your half-assed attempt to kill me with you not loving her."
Blinking your eyes, your tilt your head to the side, confused. "What the...coagulate? The word is correlate, dumbass." You feel the tension lessen with that unintended mistake, causing you to laugh. "Jesus Ashley, you're so fucking dumb sometimes."
Ashley's face turns beet red as she starts beating on your chest with her hands. "Fuck you! Is that why you dated Julia? Because she went to college and is smart?"

 

"That's not how that works." You correct, grabbing her wrists to stop her mitten handed assault.
"Then show me that she doesn't matter to you!" You just stare at her, completely dumbfounded. "How...how the fuck?" With your sister making unreasonable requests, you start to feel your anger rise...and some other, weird emotion inside you.

 

Something you tried to lock away.

 

"I mean, you are the smart one, jackass. You figure it out." You were about to reply with some witty remark, but you start to notice the look on Ashley's face when those cog wheels that run that hamster-wheel of a brain begin turning. You don't like it.
"Actually...I think it's because you're too much of a coward to do anything, Andy~." You instantly narrow your eyes at her. That doesn't seem to stop your sister as she just lightly tip-toed her fingers up and down your chest.

 

"If you're going to be this much of a pussy about it, then maybe I'll just find some other guy to make my big bro-"
Before she can finish her sentence, you push her with such force that her back hits the wall. You don't waste time in closing the distance before reaching out and grabbing her by the chin, pulling her towards you and smashing your lips against her.

 

For a moment, she struggles against your hold and tries to fight back...but then slowly relents once she realizes what you're doing. After what felt like an eternity, you finally pull back, looking down at her into her pink irises, a trail of saliva still connecting like a bridge leading from your lips to hers.
She slowly looks back up to meet your gaze. She seemed surprised, but...smiling? You didn't expect that.

 

"...Is that good enough for you, Ashley?"
"No...I want more."
"You really need to shut up sometimes." You say, in between breaths.
She stares back up at you with a defiant smirk.
"Make me, bitch."

 

And that you do, by taking two of your fingers and stuffing them into her mouth. She gags momentarily, frantically grasping at your wrist and trying yank them out to no avail.
You take advantage of the distraction and decide to lean in to assault her neck with a mixture of kisses and nibbling. You combine this with suddenly driving your knee into her crotch and pressing up against it, using the wall behind your sister as leverage to keep her trapped there.
"Who's stuck now, Ashley...hm?" Your sister simply responds with a mix of anger, and muffled moans to your heart's content. Eventually, the struggling dies down as she gently bobs her head up and down on your digits, coating them in saliva. With a slight 'pop', you finally pull them out to put an end to your sister's gagging sounds.
You're pretty sure she's being over dramatic.

 

"H-ha..agh...the hell was that for?!"
"Practice for the real thing."

 

You place both hands on her shoulders and push down, sending Ashley onto her knees in front of you. With a swift motion, you pull down your pants, fishing out your cock as you let it rest straight on top of her face, right between her eyes and semi-erect.
She looks up at you with a devious smile creeping across her lips, the rare event of an idea forming inside that demented mind of hers, no doubt.

 

"I'm gonna bite it~."
"If you do, I won't touch you like this again."

 

She says nothing but...you can feel her pouting. You assume her silence to be a reluctant agreement. Pulling your hips back, you align your cock properly before starting to gently slip it past it her lips. Or well, until you're met with some resistance.
You look down at her with a questioning brow. "Gonna let me in...?" Ashley lets out a muffled giggle, annoyingly keeping her lips sealed while shaking her head with a proud look in her eyes.

 

Forced entry it is, then. You firmly grab either side of her head, instantly breaking the bravado of this little brat, pushing your hips forward and shoving the now fully erect length even deeper than you intended to.
She didn't vomit, at least. Gritting your teeth at the foreign, yet...pleasant sensation of Ashley's mouth around you. Judging by her surprised, panicked expression, you had a hunch this was the first time she ever sucked dick before. Some messed up part in the back of your head relishes in this.

 

You end up fucking her face to your heart's content, to the point that tears began to run down your sister's cheeks. You had a feeling that they were real, for once.
With every thrust of yours hip, you felt your balls clap against the bottom of her chin, making contact with the drool that was quickly forming around her mouth and dripping down.
You felt yourself throbbing against her tongue, which thankfully, started to move around your length with no thought to its motion at all, the epitome of a sloppy job. But it was good enough.
Looking down at Ashley's face figuring out how to give proper head was absolutely adorable, and the fact that she finally shut the hell up gave you a small peace of mind.
Once you start feeling the urge to cum though, that's when you finally slide out of her. Can't end the fun too soon...

 

*** You are Ashley! ***

 

Feeling Andrew pull back, you immediately slump over, hands and knees on the floor as you get into a coughing fit, trying to gasp for air. "F-Fuck...you're so rough with your little sister, Andy."
"It's Andrew, dumbass."
"Whatever you say...Andy."

 

"...Say that again." This time, he simply kneels down in front of you to get at proper face level. Oh, he wants to act all tough, huh?
Flashing your signature smugness, you gladly indulge him. "Say what, Andy?" That smart ass response rewards you with a hard slap across the face on your other cheek, now having matching handprints.

 

"Wrong answer. Wanna try again?" His tone is cold, but you can tell there's some sick part of him enjoying this. Awww, he's just like you!
"I love you, Andy~." Your cheek is once again met with his palm, albeit even harder than the last time, causing you to almost fall over on your side. Before you can recover, he grips the base of your pony tail, now dragging you across the floor towards the bed and ignoring your pained complaining.
He really loves pulling your hair, doesn't he? In the next few moments, he throws you across the bed on your stomach, looking back over your shoulder up at him.

 

"Did you treat all those hussies this way?"
"Just you." You feel Andrew's hands on the sides of your shorts to yank them down with a hard tug, along with your panties.
"Good. I don't want you going soft on me." As you try to play the 'tough gal' persona yourself, you can't help but admit to yourself that being so...exposed and vulnerable like this to him only makes you more excited.
Several thoughts make their way through your mind as your heart begins to race at the thought of Andrew finally manning up and taking it all out on you.

 

You feel his hot breath hit your ear. "Definitely not soft..." A shiver runs through you as you feel his bare cock resting atop your asscheeks. Gripping the bed sheets below you with anticipation, you give Andrew one last smug look.
"Stick it in my cunt already, big brother~." This provoked a chuckle from him. What's so funny?

 

"Nah."

 

...Huh?

 

"Think I'll use the other one."

 

HUH?!

 

"N-Now Andrew, let's not get carried awa-" Your sentence is interrupted as you felt your cheeks spread, and the tip of Andrew's length prodding against the entrance to your back door.
The only sound you could let out was a gasp into a pained moan as you feel your brother force his way inside that forbidden tunnel. It hurt so fucking bad at first, biting your bottom lip to the point of drawing blood as you threaten to rip out the bedsheets with your nails.

 

"Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK! You asshole! I fucking hate you!"

 

"Hate you too, Leyley..." The use of that damn name almost drowns out the pain in your ass. Almost. Eventually, the pain does die down a bit, only to be replaced with more and more pleasure.
When you finally start to feel good, you feel him lean over and bite onto your shoulder, sending a whole new wave of hurt after you. Before you can even start to struggle again, his hands are around your throat.
"T-This again?" His response is to simply squeeze around you, leaving you only with some chances to get a proper breath in. You don't even bother to try to pry his hands off, you know he's stronger than you.
And your life quite literally being in the hands of his as he takes advantage of you like this has your cunt absolutely soaking. A shame he wasn't even using it, but you might actually start being into anal now!

 

You want him to choke you out harder though, this wasn't anything like back at the apartment. So you simply flick him the bird over your shoulder.

 

Works like a charm~. You just hope he's not going to actually kill you this time, it's getting pretty hard to breathe now. You feel his hot, huffed breaths of air hitting your back as he's absolutely pounding into you at this point.
It was like he was just venting out all of the frustrations and stress you put him through over the years and sending it back tenfold. 'Fuck, I need to annoy him more often.' you think to yourself in your dark, twisted mind.

 

"Gonna cum, Ashley..." He releases one hand on you, still squeezing with the other and allowing you to get some air in. Hehe, more like Andrew 'allowed' you. One moment later, you feel a stinging pain across your ass, causing the bead of tears that were already forming to push them out and drip down your cheeks.
"First time being spanked?" You don't get to respond before he swiftly adds another smack to your other cheek to match, just like with your face. You feel him lean in close to nibble on your earlobe. "Tell me...who do you belong to?"

 

"A-Andy!" You let out, in heated breaths, your own orgasm just coming right around the corner. Unfortunately, he doesn't seem to like that answer, as he unleashes another stinging spank.

 

"Who. Do you. Belong to?"

 

You give him another wrong answer just to spite him.

 

In return, he gives you another one of those wonderful slaps down there.

 

And another.

 

And another.

 

And another...

 

"ANDREW! I belong to you, Andrew! O-Oh fuck, only you!"

 

"Good girl." You suddenly feel yourself cumming hard, in a way you haven't ever thought possible. Burying your face into the sheets, some of the sluttiest sounds you have ever made manage to find their way out in a muffled fashion, your grip on the sheets momentarily weakening.
The fact that you felt Andrew's ropes of cum shooting up inside only made this already intense orgasm absolutely earthshattering. Andrew, recovering from his own intense orgasm no doubt, just flops himself right on top of you, sinking you ever so slightly into the mattress.
A couple of minutes pass as you both lay there in silence, catching your breath and wiping off beads of sweat from the recent rigorous mating.

 

Eventually, your brother musters up the strength to roll himself off of you, now just sitting on the edge of the bed beside you. He seems to be thinking about something again, like he always does. Wait, is he...regretting his actions?
"You know, Andrew..." You decided to do the same, turning yourself around and sitting beside him. Looking down, you notice you still have your shirt and bra on you, realizing you're gonna have to wash it again, to your annoyance. Sighing, you simply discard them both throw it 'em somewhere on the bed to deal with it later.
"This isn't something you can take back." You smile, knowing you finally have him under lock and key. He'll never leave you now. You gently tip toe your fingers up his arm and onto his shoulder playfully.

 

"I know."
"So looks like you stuck your dick in crazy~." You can't help but giggle at the thought. "So what does that make you?" Deciding to answer your own question, you dig your nails lightly into his shoulder and whisper in his ear.
"Makes you mine!" You hear the faintest gulp from your brother as he just shrugs his shoulders, rolling his eyes to the side trying not to look at you. Or at least, pretending not to.
"I tried murdering you earlier today and you're still clinging onto me, Ashley." He adds this on with a halfhearted attempt to shove you off, but you stubbornly hold on, sticking your tongue out.
"Get your head checked." Judging by the look on his face, he quickly realizes you're not letting go, so he decided to reach over to grab a pack of cigarettes. Pulling one out, you decided to stop his other hand from grabbing the lighter.
"I'll do it for you, Andrew~. Since I'm so nice." You happily reach for it, then begin to, uh...fiddle with it for a moment. Perhaps even a minute.

 

"...Having some trouble?"
"Fuck off, I got it!" Finally, you manage to produce some flame, lighting the end of his cigar to your heart's content. You then rest your head in the crook of his neck, with your brother kindly brushing your hair aside so he doesn't accidentally set it on fire.

 

For once, you don't really mind the secondhand smoke. You're just happy to be by his side.



Chapter 5: Grief
Chapter Text
*** You are Ashley! ***

 

You allow yourself to close your eyes, just basking in the afterglow of what you and your brother had done together. Finally, you truly have him all to yourself! He won't be seeing any other women anymore.
Getting lost in your happy thoughts for a bit, your peace is interrupted by Andrew's voice. You notice he's still holding the cigarette in his hand and he hasn't smoked it.

 

"Ashley, we need to talk."
"Hm, about what? About how amazing that sex was~?"

"Wha- No! I mean, it was...fine."
"Pffft, 'fine'? Stop lying, jackass. You loved it."

"And stop changing the subject, dumbass." You roll your eyes, giving his shoulder a punch. He seems about ready to reprimand you again, but seems focused on something else.
"I...want you to start calling me Andrew from now on."

This makes you let out an annoyed grunt. Not THIS again. "Jesus Andy, it's just a fucking nickname! Why do you have to put so much meaning into simple things?"
"Why can't you let go of simple things?" Bleh, using logic like he always does. Asshole. So, you just pout and bury your face into his shoulder.

"I'm serious. You're not going to call me that again." His tone sounded threatening. Well, at this point half of what he says to you are threats anyways.
"Or what? Gonna choke me out again? Kill me?"

"...No."
"Good boy! Now, I was thinking, it's been a while since we got to do the ritual. We should like, order some pizza! Then when the guy comes in, we light the final candle and BAM! His soul's gone, we get the pizza AND an extra meal~."

"No." You pull back to look at his face, surprised at the blunt answer.
"What? But it's a good idea! And you can refine it to be even bet-"
"I'm done doing what you want to do." You tilt your head to the side in confusion, watching as Andrew seemed to stare at the cig in his hands before gritting his teeth in anger, throwing it onto the motel room floor and stomping it out.

"I quit."
"Oh? Finally deciding to stop smoking?"
"...Yeah." Oh, you really don't like his confidence about that. Looks like you need to remind him why he should listen to you!

Grinning, you sit straighter and angle yourself so that your mouth is pointed towards his ear. "If you won't do what I want..." You try to hold back a giggle, but fail miserably before continuing.

"I'll tell evvveeryone you raped me, Aaaandy~."

"..."

"Well?"

"Alright." You finally hear him say, in a dejected tone, that ironically brings you comfort.

"Yay! You're the best, Andy!" You nuzzle yourself into him, but he doesn't seem to be returning your affections. That's okay, though. He always comes around.

"Hey, we don't have to do my plan tonight. Let's sleep on it and think about it a bit more. I know how much you love thinking about stuff~."
What Andrew does next catches you off guard. You honestly expected him to be physical with you again, being pissed and and annoyed, throwing another hissy fit. But what he does instead, is place a gentle hand on your cheek and kiss your forehead.
Aww, he really does love you.

 

"Good night."
"Sweet dreams!"

 

The night passes ever so smoothly.

 

You awake, ever so fucking groggily.

 

Rubbing your eyes, you instinctively place a hand on where your brother would be, figuring he was sleeping in like always. Except, there's nothing.
All you see is a slip of paper on top of the drawer next to the bed, underneath his cleaver, a pack of cigarettes and a generous stack of bills. You smile to yourself, another one of his romantic notes. He's probably just outside the room, enjoying a smoke.
You knew he couldn't ever beat that addiction, as much as you want him to.

It's when you start reading the letter, that your assumptions are thrown into the trash.

 

'If you're reading this, I'm already gone. No, I'm not telling you where I went. I left half of all the money we've acquired, and I've paid the next 3 days for your room in advance.

Also left the cleaver with you, consider it my last gift. It's more than you've ever given me in return. Which is nothing, by the way. In fact, you only just taken everything for granted.

You just couldn't do the one fucking thing I asked you to. I could've killed you in your sleep, but I don't want to. I don't want to hurt like you hurt all those years, even though you deserve everything you get.

So this is the only solution I've come up with. Because of you, this is how it has to be.

Not dealing with this kind of shit anymore. I also left you the car, don't need it where I'm going. You'll just have to teach yourself how to drive. If you're angry, go ahead and report me missing.

I'd rather be in jail than be with you. You've hurt and manipulated me through my entire life, and I hate you for that. Goodbye forever, Ashley.'

'P.S. No, I'm not going to kill myself, idiot. You don't have to worry about that.'

 

The note ends with the following: 'Not Yours Anymore - Andy.'

 

Ha.

 

HAHAAHAHAHAA!

 

Surely, this is all a joke.

Your brother is probably hiding somewhere in the room, just desperately holding back from breaking into laughter at this horrible, funny prank. After all, he said he'd never leave you...right? So, you end up searching the wardrobe.
Nope. Underneath the bed? Not there at all. Then you hesitantly look into the bathroom. Unfortunately, he doesn't seem to be there either. Then it finally dawns on you.

'Oh, that's right! He's probably hiding over by the car outside.'

You chuckle to yourself, unsure why you're starting to feel a little dizzy. That doesn't matter though, because soon you're gonna see your brother again. With a new regained skip in your step, you make your way out of the motel and towards the nearby parking lot, spotting the familiar vehicle off in the distance, where you two had last left it.
Quickly, you rush over to it, looking through the windows for signs of Andrew inside. Once again, nothing. Unlocking the door, you just quietly slide inside through the driver side and look around one last time. Andrew's not there.

Not there. Not there. Not there. Not there. Not there. Not there. Not there.
NotThereNotThereNotThereNotThereNotThereNotThere
NOTTHERENOTTHERENOTTHERENOTTHERE.

 

"Haha...you can come out now, Andy."

"..."

"...Andrew?"

No response or signs of movement. You pinch yourself to make sure you're not dreaming again. It doesn't work. Why is it getting hard to breathe now?
Your stomach starts hurting, so you instinctively pop open the driver side door and lean over, feeling an extreme nausea take hold as you suddenly vomit out into the concrete below.
"F-Fuck...ha...this isn't funny. Come out, wherever you are." Using your wrist, you clean up the vomit and spit that remained in the corners of your mouth. You feel your heart almost beating out of your chest as a new feeling begins taking hold.
Pure, raw, unadulterated rage.

"THAT FUCKING PIECE OF SHIT! I'LL KILL HIM!" You begin to do what you were always good at. Throwing a fit. Except this time, your brother isn't here to calm you down.
Not thinking, you just wail and thrash around madly, smashing your fist against the car window and cracking it, taking your nails and just dragging them all across the car seats in an attempt to ruin the fabric like an angry feline.
You go about this for the next few minutes until you're all out of energy, with blood underneath your hand and fingers. Your entire body aches as you're pretty sure you gained some new bruises from your childish temper tantrum.
You just lay there, expressionless, but still angry inside.

Why the hell would he just leave you?! He promised, HE PROMISED! He swore he never leave! Andy made a blood oath with you!
You gave him your entire being, and he fucking put it all to waste! So naturally, there is only one thing left to do.

You're gonna drive this car, find him, then run him the hell over! Haha, that'll show him!
Nodding to yourself in agreement, you sit up in the driver's side and look over the controls.

"...Uh huh." You don't really understand any of it, but you'll make due. You take the key and shove it into the thingymajig, then turn it. You hear a sound that you assume to be the car starting!
"Pfft, this is easy~." Looking down at the pedals beneath you, you try to remember which is which. When that fails, you just push your foot down and take your chances.
Suddenly, the car lurches forth with a burst of speed, almost banging your head against the back of the seat as the vehicle now drove onto the grass.
Recovering with a groan, you think to yourself. You wish Andrew was here.

"Hmph, I don't...need that guy anymore." Naturally, your mind thinks of the truth, while the words always come out in a lie. You're not sure why you were made this way.
Maybe if you were more honest with yourself, you'd have made more friends.

But you really don't have anyone, do you? Just Andrew. You look over at the lever beside you, remembering that some people use it to back up. Fiddling with it, you manage to rack it backwards and try to reverse the car back its original position.
Unfortunately, your inner emotions coupled with the fact you really don't know what you're doing, you end up overshooting and very NEARLY impacting the front of another person's car. Deciding it's just too risky to do anything else at this point, you give up.
Funny, since when did you care about consequences? Speaking of consequences, an idea comes into your mind. Reaching into your back pocket, you pull out the demon trinket, caressing a finger over it.

"Hey...Mr or Ms demon. If I bring you a soul, will you bring me back Andy?" Had anyone been close enough to look and listen, you'd be viewed as a mad woman talking to herself.
Naturally, you get no response. You don't even know if that idea would work at all. Most likely case scenario is just getting another fucking vision, which would probably be useless at this point. You settle with mindlessly sliding yourself over to the passenger side to think, crossing your arms underneath your chest as you seem to sunk into the seat below.
Looking across from you, you watch the empty driver's side. Andrew was supposed to be there. He's supposed to be the one driving you around on your little adventures.

You wish he would've at least taught you how to drive before going.

That's when it hits you.

He hasn't taught you how to do anything, really.

Because you made him do everything for you.

 

...

 

...

 

You're useless. Guess that's why he left you. Sighing, you feel a wave of depression wash over you. Completely out of energy and fucks to give about the situation you're in, it all begins to slowly crash in around you at once.
You don't wanna feel this way anymore, so you reach back and grab the gun. You know he's not coming back, so why live at all? As you slowly begin to point the barrel to the side of your head, the subtle glint of a certain cleaver beside you catches your eye.
You don't remember bringing his cleaver with you, but maybe you just subconsciously carried it, holding onto the weapon as if it were him. It was the closest to him you were going to get. In fact, you swear you could smell his scent...and that brings you some comfort.
Smiling to yourself, you think back on the memories one last time. Maybe this is what he wanted you to do all along? Payback for the years of hell and torment you dished out.

"Haha...well played, Andrew." You mutter quietly before pulling the trigger.

 

...Nothing happens. You bring it back to your face and look at it, confused.

Oh. The friggin' safety is on. Of course. Andrew must have set it on before he left, just in case. You shake your head at the absolute absurdity of your brother wanting you to live with the loneliness he has given you.
But, you know now that he really doesn't want you dead. Still cares about you. But even so why, how, could he leave? Gritting your teeth in anger again, you don't even feel like killing yourself anymore. At least not right now.

You don't know how long you just stay in the car like that, but you know it's at least been long enough for the sun to start going down. Throughout the past hours, you did a whole lot of thinking about absolutely nothing. Either that, or just messy thoughts that get tangled up in that damaged brain of yours.
Maybe you really did give him more trouble than you thought. It's not like you can help it though, it's the only way you know how to be. It's who you are.

"...Screw this." Tired of this philosophical crap, you decide to finally get out of the vehicle and start walking into town. You need to be doing something, not thinking. Thinking's not for you, it's for...
You can't let yourself finish that thought. Even his name makes you miss him.

You spend the next hour or two just walking down the streets, already an empty shell of your former self. Looking around, you watch a few kids playing with each other on the nearby playground. This brings you back to a better time...

 

*** You are Leyley! ***

 

"Hey! What the hell was that for?!" You glare angrily at the two boys in front of you, your eyes glancing back towards the ruined sand castle.
"Whoops!" One of the boys giggle and shrug. "Was an accident!"
You point at the mess while clenching your fist with the other. "Accident?! You kicked my damn house down!"

"House? Looks like, uh..." Trying to think of something smart to say, the other kid finishes the sentence for him. "A crappy house, haha!" This seems to send the two morons into full on laughter.
"Just wait 'til my big brother gets here, assholes!" This causes one of them to walk over to you, a menacing look on his face.

"Yeah, and what are you gonna do about it huh? Nobody likes you anyways!" You twitch. There it is again...the worst part about it? He's right. All your friends don't really like you. They just want to be around your brother. Not even your own family cares about your existence. They don't even remember your birthday...
The kid gets closer up in your face, prodding at you. "So, whatcha gonna do about it pus-" You interrupt him mid sentence with a slap to the face, sending him back a few feet caught completely by surprise. He looks at you absolutely bewildered, before anger takes control his face. Stomping towards you, he suddenly grabs you by your overalls and pulls you up, feet dangling from the ground.
"You're gonna regret that, bitch..." A defiant smile spreads across your lips. Whatever he's about to do to you, it doesn't matter. You pissed him off, so it's all worth it.

"GET YOUR HANDS OFF OF HER!" Hearing the familiar voice of your brother, you watch as the bully is yanked off of you, sending you falling onto your ass. What you witness next is Andy pushing the kid onto the ground and beating the absolute lights out of him.
You don't really remember him getting that mad before. It isn't long before the other boy helps his friend, pushing Andy off and now wrestling with him on the ground. Instead of returning the favor, the recently beaten up kid takes this chance to run away while screaming bloody murder.
Now seeing the remaining boy getting the upper hand on your brother, you think fast and run over to help, managing to grab the guy's flailing arm and lean in to sink your teeth into it, drawing blood.

"OWWH!" This seems to hurt him just enough as a distract, letting Andy push him off and weakly stumbling onto his feet, still trying to look tough as bluff.
"Dude, your freaking sister bit me! She's crazy!" The boy rubbed his rub, still gritting his teeth in pain. You notice a weird look on Andy's face...his eyes are narrowed, filled with absolute murder towards this kid.
This oddly gives you a sense of comfort, bringing happiness to your heart.

"Yeah." You hear him say coldly. "And I'll do even worse if you don't leave right now." The threat seems to be very effective! As within moments, the second bully starts running off, probably to go tell his parents or something.
Your knight in shining armor turns to you, and instantly his expression turns a bit warmer. You notice he has some bruises and scratches on his face, even a bloody nose, and his hair was even more messed up than usual.
Despite all this, you think you just fell in love even further. Smiling, you simply run over and throw your arms around him.

"Andy, Andy! I knew you'd come! My hero~." You mumur happily into his ear. Andy awkwardly returns the hug, gently patting your back. "Mmhm...are you okay, Leyley? Sorry about your sand castle."
Shaking your head, all you can do is let that wide grin spread across you. "Hehe, yeah! I'm just glad you're here."

"Tell you what..." Andy pulls away from the hug to your dismay. But you watch as he kneels down next to the ruined sandcastle, gesturing to sit beside him, which you happily oblige.
"We can rebuild it together. How's that sound?" Nodding your head eagerly, you wonder if it's a good idea to just kiss him right now...but you hold that thought back.
"Yeah, Andy! Then it'll be stronger and better and like, unbreakable!" This causes your brother to laugh, looking at you with amusement.
"Sure, Leyley...sure." And that's what you end up doing together. Until you are found by said parents of kids, coupled with that of your own parents, who proceeded to deliver a series of scolding towards you two about inciting violence.

You don't care to listen, though. All that matters is that your brother is the only one who will ever care about you.

 

The only one who can love you.

 

*** You are Ashley! ***

 

Smiling at yourself during the trip on memory lane, you don't even notice the alley you pass by, too engrossed by your own thoughts. At this point, night has fully taken over and everyone has long gone back to their healthy, stable homes to sleep in a comfortable bed.
With family and loved ones waiting for them. Things that you don't deserve.

Not even Andrew...

Too busy being distracted by the next wave of depression hitting you, you don't even hear the footsteps behind you. Which is why you especially don't expect what happens next.
Suddenly, someone or something grabs you from behind, pressing some kind of cloth against your face. Instantly, you struggle against their hold, but whatever will you had to fight immediately gets replaced by a feeling of drowsiness.

Eventually, your body goes limp and you fall unconscious, before being pulled back into the alley.